less. Be it said to the shame of those of us who are In the
Union that we have readily copied Pakistan's bad
manners.
MY DREAM
c'Before I ever knew anything of politics in my
early youth, I dreamt the dream of communal unity
of the heart. I shall jump in the evening of my life, like a
child, to feel that the dream has been realized in this
life. The wish for living the full span of life, portrayed
by the seers of old and which they permit us to set down
at 125 years, will then revive. Who would not risk
sacrificing his life for the realization of such a dream?
Then we shall have real Swaraj. Then, though legally
and geographically we may still be two States, in daily
life no one will think that we were separate States. The
vista before me seems to me to be, as it must be to you,
too glorious to be true. Yet like a child in a famous
picture, drawn by a famous painter, I shall not be
happy till I have got it. I live and want to live for no
lesser goal. Let the seekers from Pakistan help me to
come as near the goal as it is humanly possible. A goal
ceases to be one, when it is reached. The nearest app-
roach is always possible. What I have said holds good
irrespective of whether others do it or not. It is open
to every individual to purify himself or herself so as to
render him or her fit for that land of promise. I remember;
to have read, I forget whether in the Delhi Fort or the
Agra Fort, when I visited them in 1896, a verse on
one of the gates, which when translated reads: elf there is
paradise on earth, it is here, it is here, it is here/ That
Fort with all its magnificence at its best, was no paradise
in my estimation. But I should love to see that verse
%with justice inscribed on the gates of Pakistan at all the
337